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wind. They sprang to attention. Glubb Pasha was
expecting us, they said. We climbed up a flight of
wooden stairs. His wife and small son greeted us at
the door. Altounyan introduced me, and presently
Glubb led me to his study.

" Sit down. I think you'll find that chair the most
comfortable. Now. What can I do for you ? " He sat
down in a chair opposite me and produced a string of
amber beads, and began playing with them, holding
the string in his left hand so that the beads slipped one
by one through the fingers of his right hand.

I handed him a copy of the plan. While he slowly
read it, I observed him carefully. I could not help feel-
ing disappointed. The stories I had heard from officers
and Arabs, during the last three months, of this English-
man who commanded the Arab Legion, had woven a
glorious tapestry in my mind. I knew that he had
fought in the 1914 war and had won a Military Cross.
Part of his jaw had been shot away, therefore the Arabs
called him " Abu Hunaik " or "Father of a Jaw." As
a young official in the Colonial Office he had come out
to Iraq soon after the Armistice, and there the legend
began. He dived fully clothed into the Tigris to rescue
two Arabs. He settled disputes between warring tribes,
he lived many years among the bedouin who now loved
him. Succeeding Peake as Commander-in-Chief of the
Forces of the Emir Abdullah, he persuaded the feckless
and independent bedouin youths to leave their tribes
and join the Desert Brigade of the Legion which he
welded into a tough, reliable force. This Brigade was
the leading reconnaissance force in the British advance
to relieve Baghdad in 1941. Glubb was given a D.S.O.
The Arab Legion was now recognized as an essential
element for desert control. But if Glubb was admired